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and showering praise, they pointed out that those huge crowds
testified to the "Anna love" of the people.
Such was the environment in which the meeting organized by
Kannadasan was held. It was a huge gathering. Previous speakers
had set the tone. What might be the consequences if I sounded a
note of discord, if 1 raised a thundering voice that would totally
disrupt and disorganize that myth in the making? I hesitated
for a moment. But it was only a pose.
I looked intently at the faces of all in front of me. I gauged the
agitation in their minds. When our glances met I could see that,
just like me, they too were appraising my feelings.
I spoke last. (The poet who was scheduled to speak after me could
only propose a vote of thanks.)
I give below brief excerpts from my speech:
You who have gathered here are not like the crowd at Annadurai's
funeral. You might have gone to the funeral too, but you were not
swallowed by the crowd. That is why you are at this gathering. The
crowd grows and then gets scattered. The gathering is a get-together.
The crowd grows, to destroy. A gathering gets together to build.
The crowd resorts to violence and hooliganism, but will never grapple
with them. A gathering will face repression and dictatorship with
righteousness and satyagraha. However huge was the crowd at
Annadurai's death, this gathering is stronger than it. After the
dispersing crowd melts away, I am inviting those who were part of
the crowd and were affected by the crowd to gather here for a meeting.
It is my lone voice that is calling you. But know that it is the voice
of Time. This gathering, in response to the call, is not impetuous.
It knows the canons of civilized behaviour. It possesses clarity of
thought. It has an outlook, a goal, a direction, a principle, and a
sobriety.
But, for a crowd everything is fun. Death included. A gathering
will get organized pleasantly and will conclude pleasantly. The
crowd is the total embodiment of the ignorance and insanity in every
man. It is the jungle in which roam and growl the beasts that are in
man. The crowd is not strength. It is an accumulation of weaknesses.
There the coward becomes the killer. It is there that the eunuch
becomes the sex maniac.
Several friends have already spoken about the late Annadurai.
I have no intention of offending their feelings. I have come here to